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His mark he miss'd shooting, and shot down his

kinsman,

One brother another with shaft all bebloody'd;
That was fight feeless by fearful crime sinned,  2440
Soul-weary to heart, yet natheless then had
The   atheling   from   life   all   unwreak'd   to   be

ceasing.

So sad-like it is for a carle that is aged
To be biding the while that his boy shall be

riding
Yet young on the gallows; then a lay should he

utter,

A sorrowful song whenas hangeth his son
A gain unto ravens, and naught good of avail
May he, old and exceeding old, anywise frame.
Ever will he be minded on every each morning
Of   his   son's   faring   otherwhere;   nothing   he

heedeth                                                     2450

Of abiding another withinward his burgs,
An heritage-warder, then whenas the one
By the very death's need hath found out the ill.
Sorrow-careful he seeth within his son's bower
The waste wine-hall, the resting-place now of the

winds,

All bereft of the revel; the riders are sleeping,
The heroes in grave, and no voice of the harp is,
No game in the garths such as erewhile was gotten.